THIEVES IN THE NIGHT
"I doubt it," said Palin, gravely, "but you can
always hope. And now youVe had your bite. Open
your mouth again, and back goes the gag.31
Had the way been as steep as it was by the side of
the fall, we never could have dragged them up to
the road : but after an hour and a half of most
exhausting labour we had our way.
Twenty minutes later we were all six in the Rolls,
and I was driving for the highway as fast as I dared.
As, tired and stained, we sailed through the lovely
country, the world looked twice as handsome as when
we had seen it last, and, if we spoke but little, our
hearts were gay.
We had, I think, good reason to be content.
It is an old saying that Hamlet without the Prince
of Denmark would be a very poor play : and I think
it is clear that with the removal of Harris, the play
which had been running at Hohenems was bound to
come to an end. Even if Bugle and Bunch were not
too much dumbfounded to bluster, the temper of
the servants would argue the wisdom of leaving the
place; while if they held on until Wednesday, Father
Herman's visit to the castle could scarcely be a
success. In a word, without the false John Ferrers,
the schemes of Harris and Haydn were certain to
wither and die.
After a little discussion, we drove direct to the barn
which had afforded us shelter that first, black night:
there we lodged our prisoners—more than lucky, to
my mind, to lie in so pleasant a jail. Though he said
no word, such was Harris' demeanour that we thought
it better again to bind his feet: but Punter seeming
contrite, we left his ankles free. Stiven remained to
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